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"Morning, Stanley/' he said, not very cheerfully.

"Hello," said Stanley, in the toneless voice of one who
expects nothing.

Turgis went over to his own high desk, pulled a
blotting-pad out of the drawer, put a book or two on his
desk, examined a note he had left on his pad, reminding
him to "ring Whishaws first thing/* and then spent a
melancholy five minutes at the telephone.

"Will I have to call there this morning?" Stanley
asked hopefully, when Turgis had rung off.

"No, they're sending somebody. Good job, too! We
don't want you off half the morning. You'll stop in and
do a bit of work, my son, for a change. Do you good."

"What work?" demanded Stanley, with scorn.

"By jingo, I like that!" cried Turgis. "There's plenty
to do, if you'll only look for it instead of dodging it.
You ask Smeethy, he'll find you some. Haven't you
got enough? You can do some of mine, if you like.
I've got more than I want."

Stanley changed the subject. "I say," he began,
grinning, "you ought to have heard old Ma Cross on
about that note. She let herself go all right, didn't she
just! Oo, you ought to have heard her,"

"What did she say?" Turgis inquired. But he did it
very languidly, just to show that what amused small fry
like Stanley might not amuse him.

At that moment, however, they heard the outer door
opening, and the next moment the cause of all the
trouble, Miss Matfield herself, walked in. She flung
down a library book, her large handbag, and pair of
gloves on her table, then marched over to her hook and
removed her coat and hat, while the other two waited
m .silence. They were both rather frightened of Miss